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In the year 1986, after an odyssey of more than thirty 
years, destiny had brought me to the Greek island of 
Santorini. This volcanic island in the middle of the Aegean 
Sea, has always been surrounded by myths and spiritual 
energy. It’s been said that a big explosion of the volcano 
on the island approximately 1500 B.C should have caused 
the drowning of Atlantis. Mankind has been searching for 
hundreds of years to find this lost island again. Until now 
they found ruins only. 

But while archaeologists keep searching, there is another 
Atlantis, the continent of our soul, that can be found. If 
only one starts listening again with the heart and looks 
beyond. When one starts to realize that we are not our 
feelings nor our thoughts. 


For three months | was part of the mountains, the sea 
and the people of Santorini. It was In Perissa , that 
Santorini spoke to me in silence. | called this inner voice 
the GODDESS OF ATLANTIS. | want to share with you 
these spiritual words of wisdom and eternal light. These 
silent songs, that sounded inside of meso many years 
ago, can now be heard by all of you. Just lend me your 
ears and follow your heart to your own destination. 
Atlantis is calling! 


Luka van den Driesschen, 2011 
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Atlantis stream 
flows in the hearts of the people 
Atlantis dream 
is awake in everyone’s heart 








Perissa in Greek means whole 
The vertical of the Mountains 
And the horizontal of the Beach 


It is our destination to become whole 
To come home. 





Song of my heart 

You dropped in silence 
Starless sky 

You are empty 

Growing flower 

You have disappeared 
Emptiness is taking over 
Nothing is entering 
Even entering is fading 
Only the sound of the harp remains 
Playing the tune 

Over and over again 

It’s a song from heaven 
Sounding through me 
Silently 

Like a skyless sky 

Only heart 

From the depth 

Of Santorini 





Goddess of ATLANTIS, Goddess of the Sea... 
Speak to me of the sea. 


The sea is to be. 

It has no compass, no direction, no grip 

So that you are drifting on the wind. 

And it is the wind that takes you to your destination. 
Like the seed of a flower touched to go and grow. 
And so it is with you, dear friends: 

Flow only with the wind in you, 

Follow your river. 

Only then you can feel peace in your heart. 

Let go 

For the wind, your river, knows your destination. 





Goddess, speak to me of God. 


First you have to know there is no God to know God 
All your knowledge of the past, for knowledge is only 
past, 

Must melt like snow before the sun, 

For knowledge is only past 

Then - only then - you will find God. 

And when you have found him 

You will know that all is God 

And that God is all. 








Goddess, can you speak once more about the sea? 


The sea has mountains which you cannot climb. 

It has waters in which you can drown. 

But you cannot swim forever when someone drops you 
off 

in the middle of the ocean. 

Nor can you walk for long on the mountains beneath the 
sea. 

Without drowning. 

But you must drown in life to find love. 

And this is what really happens when you die. 

You drown to be saved 

To be saved by the sea of loving light 








Goddess, can you speak to me of the mountains? 


Some mountains are high 

Some are low 

But no mountain can be high and low 
No caterpillar can be a butterfly at the same time 
And it is when you see this 

that you can climb every mountain. 
You my friend walk vertically 

you my friend die horizontally 

when both lines meet 

it becomes a cross 

it’s the wholeness of life 

one with all. 





Goddess, can you speak to me of the flowers in the field? 


You can only see the flowers 
when you can see your own flower 
Flowers are a reflection 

of what is alive in you. 

But often it is so 

that you, my friend, are asleep. 
And in your deep sleep 

you do not see your own flower. 
become awake 

and it will shine 

even in the darkest night. 

So that you'll never be lost. 

It’s like your own star 

watching over you. 

Twinkling in your heart 

being the flower you are. 





Goddess, can you show me the stars? 


| cannot show you anything 

it is only you that can see. 

Some people that are colour-blind 
see a yellow rose 

and maybe you see a red one. 
Some people see only money in life 
you may see only greed . 

Others are searching always searching 
always on the way, 

going past things 

not being it, not seeing it. 

So how can | show you the stars. 

Be a star and you outshine them all. 





Goddess, can you speak to me about man and woman, 
woman and man? 


Man and woman are searching 
always searching 

to find themselves. 

They keep thinking unconsciously 
that they are lost 

but they are not lost at all. 

They only think they are. 

And it is when these thoughts are dropped 
that you will find. 

Dolphins do not ask 

am |a dolphin? 

A flower does not ask 

am |a flower? 

Even the mountains are silent 
during the day as well as the night. 
Being is seeing 

So why keep on searching 

Just be like the mountains, 

the flowers and the sea. 

For you are all of these. 


Goddess, you have spoken so much, tell me: 
where do your words come from? 


The words you hear 

are not from me 

but from you. 

You are hearing them. 

It is your own inner voice that sings. 

It is the silence of your truth that sounds. 
It is the Goddess in your soul 

that whisper, not me. 

If a player plays his flute and there is no one 
to listen. ? 

Then he is the only one who can hear. 
And so it is with these words. 

Only you can hear your own sound. 

And never can anyone hear it like you do. 





Oh Goddess, just before you go to sleep 
tell me one more story... 
| have no more questions. 


Why another story 

when there are no more questions. 
The fact that you ask me, 

suggests that you still have 

For if you really did not have, 

Your heart would be silent. 

And it is only in silence 

that you will know all. 


But first we have questions, 

always questions. 

And it is good only good 

when all questioning has stopped. 

For then you start knowing all by yourself. 
For all wisdom is in you. 

Only in you. 

Never in a book. 

Never. 





Goddess, can you tell me about Tomorrow? 


Never there will be a tomorrow 
Because tomorrow never comes. 
But all life goes on 

That is why people often think 
that there is a tomorrow. 

But life itself changes. 

You change 

every thousandth of a second. 
You grow and die 

-every breath is death- 
-unknowing-unshowing- 

like a flower. 

Your face directed towards the sun 
Unless you turn your head away. 


But will the flower still be growing tomorrow? 
The bird still flying? 

The bird may sit still 

and the flower may have dropped its flower. 
But the flower still exists, the bird still exists, 
Even if they have died. 

So there is no tomorrow — only your tomorrow 
According to your expectations.. 

While all keeps on flowering 

and showering 





But Goddess of the Sea, and how about Yesterday ? 


Yesterday is a reflection of the past 

only a reflection. 

It is not there and never was. 

If the sun was shining yesterday 

and today the sun has gone behind a cloud 
can you feel or see the sun? 

Yes, you can still see the sun, 

But only in your dreams, 

in your imagination. 


Yesterday is gone, 

melted and dissolved in the present 
Yesterday never was 

and never is. 

There is only This, 

And only This. 





Goddess, will you never leave me alone? 


Your fear to be alone is 

a common human fear. 

It’s the fear of being yourself. 

And it is only when you see yourself 
that you have found yourself. 

But always we try to hold on to the fear 
for that’s what we know. 





Goddess , when man landed on the moon - was that of 
great importance? 


It was and it was not. 

It was important, 

because for the very first time in human existence 
Man had reached the moon. 

They reached, but did not really touch it. 

Not with their soul. 

It is only when you touch the moon with your soul 
that you become whole. 

Whole with the stars and the sun 

Absorbed in the eternal circle of twilight 

in being ! 





Goddess, can you speak to me about children? 


Children are born innocent. 

We corrupt them 

for we have been children 

and have been corrupted too. 

So our parents have been children and were 
corrupted. 

To find back our authentic selves, 

we grown-ups have to be born again. 
To dance to laugh to sing to be free. 
To be open like the net of a fisherman 
where the wind can blow through. 
When we all are reborn 

the priests, politicians 

our teachers at school 

we will understand 

the nature of being. 

The playful inner child 

That we all are 








Goddess, when | die will | then see you? 


You will see me for you will see yourself. 
And it is only when you see yourself 
that you will see me. 

Most people are afraid to die 

They want to hold on, stay attached. 
And | am saying 

only when you let go 

you will flow. 

Cause when you hold on 

to the sides of the river 

Soon your hands will cramp 

your arms will become tired. 

And so you live your life, 

always in a cramp. 

Until you let go 

then you flow. 

Carried by the river 

seeing yourself, 

in the crystal clear mirror 

of your 

authentic face. 


Goddess of , Santorini, of Atlantis... 
Can | see more than | am seeing now? 


How much are you seeing? 

Ask yourself this question 

how much are you really seeing? 
To see all, 

Like the yin and the yang, 

your left must melt 

with your right. 

So they become one. 

And when the two become one 
Then there is three. 

And this is called your third eye. 
Only then you can look beyond 
and see 

there is no beyond. 

Then you can see all there is 
and was 

Now and always. 





Goddess, | have named you this 
for | feel you are not God. 
But where is he? 


He is in me, God is in the Goddess 

And only when God meets the Goddess 
There is God. 

A woman also has the heart of a man. 
And a man the heart of a woman. 

But we rebel. 

We have to become the sun 

and the moon together. 

We rebel cause that is how we are being brought up. 
Only when we accept the woman in the man 
and the man in the woman 

we will you meet 

Godliness. 

That’s why men keep chasing women. 
To find themselves. 

They keep on chasing women. 

But never meet their woman 

that lives inside of them. 

We all misunderstand. 

until we have found 

our own woman or man 

breathing inside our souls 





Goddess of my soul, 
| am beginning to understand something. 


The fact that you understand, proofs 

that you do not see. 

| want you to understand nothing, 

Only to see. 

For seeing is being. 

Real listening has no ears, no mind. 

Real listening goes like the wind 

that blows through the trees. 

The leaves are shaking 

The branches bend a little 

and the trunk stands firmly in the ground. 
While the wind blows free. 

And then you are. Then you really see. 
Then you see what you are. Who you are. 
And always was. 





Goddess, can you give me something 
One more time ? 
| don’t know what... 


What you do not know 

you can give to yourself. 

It is the greatest present of life. 

| cannot give you this. 

You can only give this to yourself. 

Only when you have given it to yourself, 
You can share it with others. 

Only then. 

And one more time does not exist. 

A flower does not flower one more time 
and then no more. 

It keeps spreading its fragrance 

On and on, invisibly. 

So give yourself all there is to give. 

And you will be giving always. 





Goddess, are you not a bit too serious? 


Let me tell you a joke. 

The joke is me. 

But not many see it. 

All the time | am telling you 
the greatest joke of all. 

And the laughter comes from deep down 
So very deep... 

But you miss it. 

The joke is me. 

The joke is you. 

So if you are taking me serious 
you are taking yourself serious 
| really enjoy myself. 

For the greatest joke are we. 
Life is a play, like a child. 

And when your laughter 

can fill the whole valley 

you have reached the 
mountaintop. 





Goddess, are you a danger to the world? 


Yes and no 

and so are you. 

For tell me: is a flower a danger? 
Is a bird a danger? 

Is love dangerous? 

Ask yourself these questions 
And danger will speak to you. 
And then you will know the answer. 
Dropping the ego 

looking into yourself 

is full of fear. 

For to fly so high 

one must reach for the sky 

and leave the earth behind 
(Pure light can burn your eyes 
Pure love melts the ego) 





Goddess, why do you call yourself Goddess, 
while you are you and me is me? 


| want you to feel your own Goddess 
When you touch that word, 

you will become silent. 

For you are you and not your name. 
Cause when you have become a name 
any name, 

you will have lost your you. 

So to find back yourself, 

Become a Goddess 

And start breathing like one. 

The sun is not the sun. 

The moon is not the moon. 

And you are not your name. 

For you are a Goddess. 

Until you are no more. 





Goddess, tell me about Greece. 


Once you have tasted the inner silence 

you come to Greece again and again. 

Like a flower seeking the sun or rain. 

Some find it in the mountains, or by the sea 

Others at the fountains of Delphi 

or in the dance of the Zorba. 

It’s all to be found in Greece. 

Every stone on the island holds the wisdom of being 
Even the tiniest grain of sand 

From Perissa beach, that you hold in your hand 








Goddess, can you tell me about love? 


You do not know real love. 

For if you did you would not ask. 

Are you a flower when you look at it? 
Are you the mountains or the sea when 
You see them? 

You have compassion for the other 
and that is beautiful. 

You feel love, but are you love ? 

Be love and you will have everything 
Then there’s no more for you to wish. 
Love is the light 

Love is such a fullness. 

It is the seed in you 

ready to flower. 

And when you are love, 

Love is you. 


Goddess, can nature really speak to us ? 


Yes and no. 

Nature does not speak like you 
with your tongue. 

But it radiates its energies 

To send the message to you 

And you can read the signs 

For when it’s cold 

when it’s hot 

you know. 

And when the earth trembles 

or the wind blows. 

you know. 

And yet it is invisible 

So it is with everything around us 
You can hear the very song of loving 
when your heart is open 

And your eyes are clear to see. 
Nature sings only one song 

With the sound of your soul. 





Goddess , tell me about the devil: 
does he exist? 


You exist, so the devil exists. 

Hear what | am saying. 

You exist, so the devil exists. 

You have created him 

It is you in temptation 

Of your inner aggression 

It’s a picture of the mind. 

And you fight with your Devil 

It’s Your Devil, Your fight, Your war. 
That is why men down the ages 
Have killed and made many wars. 
Not knowing they were only fighting 
with themselves. 

And it is only when you stop 
Fighting with yourself 

You will see this foolishness 

that no Devil can ever exist. 

You have created the Devil 

Your own aggression 

Transform your hate into love 

And love will burn the Devil in you. 





Goddess, can you speak to me of Santorini? 


Of Santorini | cannot speak 

It speaks to you in silence 

In your silence you will know Santorini. 
Start listening to her oceans 

feel the depth of her seas 

become her beauty 

and you will know Santorini 

And by knowing Santorini 

You will know yourself 


| saw a beautiful flower 

Busy growing in the black lava sand 
It had no colour 

it did not even smell 

It was not even a flower 

it was me. 





Goddess, 

| am about to leave your island, but | feel so sad. 
| try to hold on to your pebbles on the beach 
like a baby sucking his mothers breast. 

Not wanting to let go. 


You have been touched this time. 

You really have been touched 

By the tremendous beauty of Santorini 

And no one wants to let go of his paradise. 
But the fact that you cling to Santorini 
Knowing that you are going 

Makes you sad 

It is the same in every relationship. 

And you have a wonderful relationship with Santorini. 
The moment you cling 

You become sad and afraid 

But let me tell you 

It is your own beauty 

That you have seen. 

Your own moon, 

Your own stars, 

Your own sea. 

And when you were climbing the mountains, 
You were in fact climbing yourself. 

So how can you leave me? 





When you make love to a woman, 
you make love with yourself. 
But we never realize this. 
We become possessive, 

We wear a ring to cling. 

You hold my pebbles 

and it’s only 

when you let go of these 
that Santorini will live 

in your heart 

wherever you are. 

Do not try to be Santorini. 

It is you. 

The black lava sand 

you walk on 

is you. 

The Greek music and wine 
all is you. 

You taste it. You feel it. 





Goddess, 
can you shine one more light on me? 


Yes, | can shine a light on you. 

This is what priests have done 

for thousands of years. 

They shined the light 

But they also tried to be your light 
But how can they ever be 

the light of someone else ? 

You are your own light, your own star 
| can never be your light. 

| can never be your truth 

Be your own light, then you will see 
The light inside you and me. 





Goddess of Santorini, 
When | truly want to see a flower 
| feel a fear rising. Can you tell me why? 


The flower is you. 

Love is the seed and you are the flower. 

When we feel a rose or a lotus-flower with open heart 
We, my friend, see ourselves. 

A flower always grows towards the light of the sun. 
Leaving the grass behind. 

We do not want to grow 

for to grow, means 

pain of letting go. 

But you keep growing 

no matter what. 

In every direction. 

A flower only grows towards the sun. 

That is the only difference between a flower and you 
We have a right to be stupid, to go our own way 

But it is only through transformation 

that you can outshine even the flower. 

It is only through transformation 

That you can leave the grass behind 

Leaving behind the pain. 





Goddess, tell me about the world 
whether it will destroy itself. 


Close your eyes and see 

it is already happening. 

We are standing on the threshold 

of major disaster 

We live in a world full of aggression 

We live in a world without love. 

One turns his aggression towards the world 
Or towards oneself. 

No longer can many see their own beauty 
And the beauty in the world. 

Everyone wanders in all directions 

Lost, lonely and afraid. 

People are killing themselves 

out of fear of seeing 

what they have created. 

They kill others so they will not be killed. 
It is eternal circle, going around and around. 
Our creation is our reflection 

it’s our mirror, it’s our face. 

And many do not want to see the truth. 
So they destroy themselves 

and this beautiful world. 





But Goddess, 
| don’t want it be seen as the saviour of the world! 


How foolish you are sometimes 
note what | say: sometimes 

For sometimes this old fear of 
being condemned 

that you are a preacher man 
comes up in you. 

But | say to you 

Just start your journey 

of sharing in abundance. 

Only then your fear will fly away 
Like a dove flying 

High up to the sky 

The world cannot be saved. 
The world is like it is. 

But one can be awakened. 

One can save oneself 





But Goddess, people never seem to understand me. 


All you have to do is understand yourself. 
See your own face. 

Then there is no more need for you to be understood. 
Often we will do things 

Hoping others will understand us 

There is no need. 

By knowing yourself 

you will know others 

Do not ever make any compromises. 

Be yourself - always 

and a great wisdom 

appears on your horizon 

A knowledge of knowing 

that others never need to know you. 
Everyone is special. 

Do not depend on others understanding you. 
Just see all there is, all that you are. 

And accept this 

in the glory of light. 





Goddess, can you tell me who | am? 


You are a blessing for the world. 
And so are many others with you. 
You are a wanderer 

a searcher of light 

only to learn that the light lives in you. 
But you had to go through 

all these layers upon layers. 

Fears, tears, hopes, rejections, 
And the greatest: the fear of dying. 
And so often Luka 

the mind was in the way. 

You, my friend are a very old soul 
walking the earth 

seeing reflections 

of your true being 

everywhere. 

You my friend 

need to know nothing, 

not knowing is growing. 








It is very difficult for you 

to live in such an often mad world 
that consists 

mostly of greed 

and primitive mentality. 

people have not learned 

why they live. 

Let alone the meaning of dying. 

Your light is there, 

you’re just one step away 

from no-you. 

Sometimes you take that step by accident 
and then quickly step back again 
afraid to die in loving, to surrender in no ego. 
You always seek the cliff, 

But afraid to jump into the ocean 

you run. 

knowing what lies ahead. 

Still you keep searching 

for your lost home 

that was never lost at all. 

This is the game you play 

Afraid to stand alone in your strength 
A singer becomes his song 

The minute he stops singing 

Then silence answers all. 


Goddess, | have such an energy to share...it frightens me! 


Your cup is running over 

it is filled full of love and song 

and you feel the need to share. 

For if you don’t 

all that you have seen or lived through 

will die forever. 

Keeping it all to yourself, feels 

Like breathing in a small place without ventilation 
This is what happens so much to so many. 
People suffocate in their own abundance of love. 
Ventilate, my friend, your loving to the world 

so others can breathe again with a fresh breath. 
Flowing in love 

Dancing in purity 

On the river of eternal waters. 
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Goddess, in your wisdom | feel so much at ease... 


You feel at ease because 

You meet the woman in you. 

And women are often much more at ease. 
A womanly feeling makes you feel at home. 
A woman’s wisdom is her intuition. 
knowing without mind. 

When you hold your woman in your heart 
you are holding yourself. 

In oneness. 

In wholeness 





Goddess, is all this not going a bit too deep? 


If there was depth | would say yes 
but there is no depth without high. 
One cannot exist without the other. 
It always is like this 

there is no left 

when there is no right. 

There is only truth 

and truth can only be seen 

through your eyes...only, 

when many masks have fallen 

So that you stand naked in the light. 
Like a newborn baby. 

It hurts to open your eyes for the very first time. 
Try it and you will see, 

that after closing them for a while 
and then opening them again, 

it takes a while 

getting used to the light. 

And so it is 

when you look inside of you. 
Sometimes it hurts. 





That is why you asked me 

Whether this is not going a bit too deep. 
Out of fear of being hurt. 

But truth can only be seen in light. 

and soon as you awake in light. 

Your eyes can never be hurt again. 





Goddess, | am beginning to realize so well that the 
Goddess is alive in me, silently speaking. 


| am so glad, it was a long road for you 
with many obstacles in the way. 

Now your road is smooth 

flowing like a running river. 

Silently knowing 

that you are the Goddess. 

Welcome to your home. 

















Goddess, | want to live with you forever. 


It sounds like a child 

asking his mother 

never to leave him. 

It feels good, it feels very good. 

But watch, observe what you are doing. 
Are you really asking the mother? 

If so, do not suppress this feeling. 
But realize that you are the mother, 
the father and the son. 

All three live in you. 

It’s the triangle of being 

in which the world is created. 

Being one light. 

One energy. 

You are three 

to become one. 

So | will never abandon you. 

Just follow the stairway 

to your own star. 





Goddess, can you tell me about artists? 


We have such a misunderstanding of artists. 

It is often said, that poets, painters, writers, sculptors and 
many more creative people live on the edge 

of going crazy. 

Let us ask ourselves: what is this edge? 

Sometimes a poet or a painter goes over the edge and get 
lost. But sometimes they come back with a diamond. 
Then often ordinary life becomes a hell for these people, 
having seen the light, having been one with existence. 
They miss something and a great longing for paradise 
brings them many tears of agony and frustration. 
Sometimes this longing becomes so big that they actually 
choose to die. 


Look at Vincent van Gogh - millions of people all over the 
world are fascinated by his paintings today. 

Vincent fell over the edge into the light time and time 
again. 

Every stroke of his brush reflects this light. 





In whatever they create, artists show us the hand of God. 
The world should take great care of them. 

For they show us a new tomorrow, sowing the seeds of 
awareness for us and our children. It’s so unfair. They 
pass on the eternal beauty, while we treat them often so 
unkind. 

For what a poor world we would live in, if there were no 
more artists. If there were no more songs to sing, no 
more dances to dance, no more paintings to look at, to 
touch our soul, our inner being. 


It’s their greatest gift, given to us. It’s love in its purest 
form. 

And if we realize all this, then we will see, that there is no 
death, no dying. 

Then we will see that all creation goes on forever, existing 
in one form or the other. 

It’s the eternal spiral of existence. 





Goddess, are there no more words to be said ? 
No, there are no more words to be said. 


Before there were words, there was silence. Only silence. 
And only in silence, when nothing is said, truth can enter. 
Words are created in the mind. And they can only exist in 
thoughts. 

Words belong to the past. Not to the moment. 

And it’s only when one meets the moment, that truth 
arises. 


No, for now there is nothing to be said. 

For silence says it all. 

Our conversation was a revelation to help you to see this 
by yourself, for seeing is being. 


No, once again, there is nothing to be said. 

All has been spoken in one way or the other. 

My words are from you. 

For these are not my words they are now yours. 

And like me, live your life in silence, just listen to the song 
of life. 

Be Silent in your silence, so you can hear the unheard 








Goddess , 

| now have left your island 
You gave me everything 
Now | feel | have nothing. 


In this nothingness, you will find everything. 

Don’t cling to what you've got: the house, the motor, the 
car, your friends, not all of this. 

For your car will get old and rusty, friends may come and 
go and your home may be destroyed. 

You think you own all these things and try to keep hold on 
them. 

But it’s only when you stop clinging, that you will find you 
have everything. It’s always like that. Let go of all the 
things you posses, that posses you, and all is yours. 

Look at the stars. They do not cling to the sky. 

The beach does not cling to the sea. 

Really. You will see: 

You will come home when you become homeless. 


Goddess, now that | leave your island 
| want to thank you so much. 


Thank me and you are thanking yourself. 

Be grateful to the mountains, the sea, and me and you 
are grateful to yourself. For they are all one with you. 
We all reflect like the mighty sun in the ocean. 
Like the sun reflects a diamond. 

Is the diamond part of the sun? 

No, but they belong together. 

Like you , without the light, a diamond is just a stone. 
So always bow your head for yourself, to be humble, to 
be thankful, for you are both the moon and the sun. The 
Ying and the Yang. And only these two can meet, when 

you are open and unafraid. 
Only these two can meet when you are silent, like a 
stone, singing a silent melody. 

We do not have to search, we only have to realize all. 

Then a silent knowledge appears on your horizon. 

It is not the knowing, that knows but the not knowing. 

And let me thank you for speaking openly with me on the 
black lava-beach of Perissa. 
For only an open heart can be filled with the light. 








Wherever you go, you will meet me. 
Whenever you want to, | will be there. 
For you are. 

For once you have tasted the fruits of your Goddess, 
She will speak to you, 

like the tree of wisdom, 

a flame of light. 

Beyond your heart 

lies a seed of a flower, 

waiting for the rain to shower 

Only when you see the light 

You can blow out the candle. 
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